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David Morton 

And I who watch and listen, lie in wait, 

Seeing the cloudy cavalcades blow past, 
Happy if some bright vagrant, soon or late, 

May venture near the snares of sound, at last — 
Most fortunate captor if, from time to time, 

One may be taken, trembling, in a rhyme. 

David Morton 



NIGHT ON THE RIVER 

This is our world: a dark stream murmuring; 

Sly hordes of shadows out of every brake ; 

Sky-fallen gold-fish stars that float or shake 
In mirrored nets these wizard maples fling; 
My oars, that dip like some light swallow's wing ; 

Fire-flies, like sparks that the wind fans awake; 

And moments like the bubbles that we make, 
Like the frail foam that marks our voyaging! 

Love, let us drift — what matter when or where? 

Are not the stars, the dusk, the whispering stream, 

Far whippoorwills, our boat, and we, a dream 
In some mad mind ? And do not all streams bear 

Themselves and all they hold to one vast sea — 

The waste wan waters of Eternity? 

E. Merrill Root 
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